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One 


Author's Notes: 
This was started for the Het Challenge and finished for the Whip Your WIP Challenge. Just don\'t ask me when 


| finished it cause | really don\'t remember, but it was at some point over the last month. 


This sucked. 

Never mind Markus was up, sitting in the lounge with that stupid grin on his face. 

And it didn't matter that Andi had stuck his head out, no no don't bother the grumpy singer. 
And Sascha was still so sound asleep his snores were rattling the windows. 

Which of course left Weiki, and no one was going to risk that glare or attitude. 


Not when it was cold and wet and miserable. 


Send the new guy, right? 

Dari stood behind the bus, shivering despite the sweatshirt and jacket he wore. One day he was just going to 
lay down and let the bus back over him. Wave the hand left, a little more, a little more, now hold it. Straighten 
the wheels and pull forward a bit, now swing it just a touch to the right and oh cool, there was a coffee shop 


right there and he sure could use a.. 


A loud crunch and the tinkling sound of breaking glass snapped his attention back to what he was supposed to 


have been doing. 

Oh shit. 

Dari hurried over to the car, sliding on the ice and groaning when he got a good look at the damage. The rear 
end of the bus had hit it square in the door, the bumper denting it in, the window laying in a thousand pieces 
of glass in the car and on the street. 

This would have been a good day to be under it. Now everyone was yelling, the driver blaming Dani, their much 
put upon manager blaming the icy road, and Dani just wishing they'd all shut up so he could go get a coffee. A 
new voice joined in, this one a much more soothing and enjoyable one, even at the raised volume. Turning 
around, Dani grinned at the woman who was currently tearing the driver a new ass. Until the driver pointed at 
him. And then those blazing eyes stalked toward him. 

Suddenly he really needed that coffee. 

"This is your fault?" 

"Ah, well, | was..." 

"You were supposed to be telling him where to go? And you were too blind to see my car?" 

"Really, | did not. It happened so fast..." 

"And who will pay for this?" 

‘lam sure we have...” 

"Who are you?" 


"im Dani Loeble." 


"Which means nothing to me. But as you're riding around in this bus, | would make a guess as to you being in 


some form of band?" 


"Yes, we are Helloween" 

"Who?" 

"Helloween" 

"Ah, a play on words? Not Halloween but Helloween" 


Dari nodded, trying to ignore the snickering faces of his bandmates who had now chosen to emerge from the 


bus. "That's right. Helloween not Halloween." 

| understand that. Is it necessary to speak slower to make sure you do?" 

Dari frowned, feeling a prick of anger. "ls not necessary to be rude. It was an accident" 

"An accident caused by the fact you were not paying attention 

Dari closed his mouth with a snap. Giving her as much of a glare as he could muster on too little sleep and no 
coffee, he took a better look at her. Tall. Tall enough that she was easily eye level with him. Blonde, and if the 
color of her eyebrows and eyelashes meant anything a natural blonde at that. Green, no brown, maybe a 


combination of both eyes, high cheekbones, full lips and a body that screamed 'I look really good naked’. 


An arch of one of those eyebrows was followed by a snort. "Seen enough or would you care to take a 
picture?" 


"Are you always mean?" 
‘Only when people guide large buses into my car," she shot back. 


He was going to kill the rest of them when she was done with him if they didn't stop laughing. "| am very 


sorry that the bus hit your car. | am sure our manager will give you information for insurance." 


Her face actually softened somewhat. "It's just a very big inconvenience right now. | need to be somewhere and 


now | will have to find a taxi." 
"We could take you in the bus," Dani grinned. 
He liked her laugh. Throaty with a hint of wickedness. "I think | will just take a taxi.” 


Dari was desperately trying to think of a way to keep her around or see her again "Would you like to come to 


our show tonight as my guest?" 


Another arch of that eyebrow. Dani almost grinned, as often as he saw Weiki do it he had to admit it had a 


whole different effect when it came from her. "You do understand | know nothing of who you are? Or of the 


music you play?" 

"Think of it as a new experience." 

"Ah, like having my car crushed by a bus." 

Dani found himself grinning again. "Like that." 
"What time?" 

"We will be going on around rine or so." 

"| will not promise, but if | have time | will come." 


Dari nodded, wishing he could stop smiling like an idiot. "I will put your name on the list. Just come to the stage 


door and tell them you are there as my guest. Just say Dani, they will know who you mean" 
"Dani. And you are the..?" 
"Drummer. | am the drummer." 


"Then maybe | will see you tonight, Dani the drummer." Turning, she walked toward the group that included 
their manager. 


"Wait!" Dani trotted after her. "I did not get your name." 
"That's because | didn't give it to you." 
"| need it to put on the list." 


"Why?" And again that arched blonde brow. Many more of those and he'd develop a fetish. "Are you planning to 


invite so many that they will need names?" 
"No! | am just inviting you." 
"Then | will say | am the guest of Dani the drummer and that should be enough." 


"| will make sure it is." Dani watched her turn and stride away, blushing when Sascha threw his arms around 


him and made kissing noises in his ear. Sometimes it paid to be the new guy after all 


Nine o'clock came and went and no sign of her. 


He did his best to delay them taking the stage but by nine thirty five he had no choice by to climb behind his 
kit before Weiki or Andi ripped his head off. 


They were three songs in when he saw her. She was standing on Weiki's side of the stage, drink in hand, eyeing 
him over the rim of her glass with a smile that almost made him fuck up a fill 


And if he put a little more showmanship in than usual, he was prepared to say it was all for the fans. 


As soon as they took their final bows, he hurried to her, grabbing a towel and rubbing it over his face as he 


skidded to a halt in front of her. "I did not think you were coming! Did you enjoy it?" 
"It is rather loud, but | will say | was impressed with the harmonies between your guitarists." 
"And the drumming?" 


She shrugged. "I'm not that familiar with drumming but it seemed that the people liked it. And the little 


drumset was cute as well as you playing the toy guitar." 


"We have great fans." Dani caught a bottle of water Markus tossed to him. "I have to shower and change and 
then maybe we can go to dinner?" 


She shook her head. "I'm afraid | cannot. However, when do you leave?" 


"Day after tomorrow." Dani tried to hide the disappointment, knowing he wasn't doing a very good job when she 
laughed and pinched his cheek. 


"Do not look so sad. | am now inviting you to hear me play tomorrow and then after | will take you home and 


make you dinner and we can compare our music." 

"You play?" Dani stared at her, the curiosity written all over his face. 

"| do." Pulling a card from her purse, she held it out. "Be at the address on this card no later than seven 
thirty. And this time you come to the stage door and tell them you are my guest" Leaning forward she kissed 
his cheek and then pivoted on one of her spiked heels to leave. 

"Wait! Now | must know you name unless you are the only woman who will be playing!" 


"Shandra. Shandra Vandermark," she tossed over her shoulder as she continued on her way. 


"Was a short visit." 


Dani nodded. "She invited me to see her play tomorrow night.” 

Weiki snorted. "Play what?" 

Dari snickered and shot an elbow at him. "I do not know, but as long as she's playing, | will watch." 

He was ready by six. 

The card not only gave an address, but stated he should dress in something other than jeans, causing his 
bandmates great amusement when he had to go out and buy a good pair of pants. He never expected to have 
to dress up while on tour and leathers didn't sound like they'd have been appropriate either. He had the hotel 
call a car for him at seven, arriving at seven twenty with his stomach in knots and his palms damp. It didn't 
get any better when he got out of the car and saw where he was. 

The symphony? 

She was having him on. 

But when he presented himself at the stage door and gave her name and then his, he was ushered inside and 
taken to a waiting area that offered an open bar and all sorts of food for the VIP guests. He drew some odd 
looks with his hair hanging loose and his not quite casual look, but he was used to that, smiling at people and 
nodding before getting a drink and taking a seat to wait. 

And when the lights flashed and everyone began making their way to a roped off area he followed along, 
snagging a seat in the second row and making himself comfortable as the audience filed in. When the lights 
went down he sat a bit forward, waiting for the curtain to rise and wondering where he would see Shandra. 
He got to his feet with the rest of the crowd and applauded the conductor when he made his way to the 
stand in the middle of the stage, all of them taking their seats as the curtain was drawn up to reveal the 
musicians themselves. Dani scanned the rows, his jaw dropping when he spotted her in the back. 

A harp? She played the harp? 

Her hands had to be... 

Dani forced that thought down before it caused problems that the cut of his pants wouldn't hide. 

And then he sat back and fell in love. 


Anyone who thought there was no passion in classical music only needed to watch her play. Her hair, carefully 


done up when she began, loosened as the night progressed until wisps were clinging to her face, her eyes both 


heated and glittering with the feelings the music invoked. Her fingers moved so quickly on the strings at times 
he lost sight of them, other times caressing the sounds from the smallest vibration that sent a chill down his 
spine. 

When intermission came he was on his feet applauding and cheering harder than he could ever remember doing 
for any kind of music. And when she caught his eye and gave him a wink he felt as if his feet didn't touch the 
ground, hurrying back to the lounge and gulping thirstily at a glass of water, as dehydrated as her from going 
on the journey the music had offered. 

He practically sprinted back to his seat, watching the second half with rapt attention, part of him anxious for 
it to end so he could tell her how impressed he was and how brilliantly she played, yet another part of him 


never wanting it to end. But when it did he was glad. For now she would be his and he could thank her and try 
to tell her what she had made him feel and what she had shown him. 


He felt like a schoolboy with a crush. 
And he hoped she felt the same. 


She was set upon as soon as she emerged. With graceful inclines of her head, she accepted the accolades, 
making her way across the room until she stood in front of him, eyes shining, her body sheathed in black silk, 
carrying a single red rose which she offered to him. He took it with a bow, starting to tell her how she had 
made him feel but stopped by her fingers touching his lips. Taking his hand, she led him from the building and 
to where a limo awaited, the driver holding the door as they climbed inside and then closing it firmly, shutting 
them off in their own little world 


It always amazed and amused him when one of their fans gushed their enjoyment of the band and the show. 


From the small, indulgent smile on her face he knew he was gushing but he couldn't have stopped it for 


anything. 

Beautiful, both her and the music. 

Amazing, awe-inspiring, a journey to places that he had never know existed. 
Passion and pain. 

She breathed the music. It was as much a part of her as his was to him. 
He was still talking when they reached her apartment. 


As they entered her building she laughed and put her hand over his mouth, backing him into the elevator. And 


when the doors closed she moved her hand and replaced it with her lips, playing him with the same finesse 
she had played her harp, this time her tongue pulling the music from inside his body as he breathed her 


passion of another kind. 


The elevator opened into the penthouse, clothes falling in a trail as they stumbled only as far as the living 


room to sink into the thick carpet, rolling around like teenagers in desperate need. 

Her hands were strong and made him shout with pleasure. 

Sated for the moment, they padded naked to the kitchen and made dinner together, stopping to kiss and to 
touch and nearly burning everything when she sank to her knees and sucked him until his mind melted and he 
forgot his name. 

And at some point while they ate, he decided what he was hungry for was not on the menu and pushed it all 
aside, lifting her to sit on the edge and leaning her back and making a meal of her instead, tasting her until she 
screamed his name and viciously pulled his hair to bring him closer. 

They took the champagne to the bedroom, the bottle going flat as they discovered more places that made 


them moan, made them gasp and made them ache. And when they finally fell apart and lay gasping on the wet 
and tangled sheets they gazed at each other, falling asleep with contented smiles and whispered words. 


The room was dark when he heard her whisper his name. 
Dari rolled over and grinned at her. "Good morning." 
"Barely," she laughed. "But you have to go." 


"Go?" Dani raised himself on his elbows as she gracefully stood, pulling the floor length robe closed around her 


and tying the sash. 
"Yes." Shandra sat down at her vanity and began brushing her hair. "Your clothes are on the foot of the bed" 


Dani threw the blankets off and rolled to let his legs hang off the side of the bed "I thought we could at least 
have breakfast." 


"No time." Her hair finished, she began applying her makeup. 
"Lunch? We leave this afternoon, but..." 


Shandra laughed, turning sideways in the chair to face him. "Dani. You're sweet. And funny. And a wonderful 
fuck. But that's all. Now hurry, | will have the doorman get you a taxi back to your hotel. Maybe next time 


you come, we can see each other again" 
Numb, Dani stood and began to dress. It was almost as if he was a groupie and she... 


Shandra sighed, seeing the confusion on his face. "Look. | thought you would understand. After all, you are a 


musician as well." 

"Can | call you?" 

"That would not be wise," Shandra said, shaking her head. "| do not think my husband would approve." 
"Husband" 

"Yes, husband. Which is why you must leave so | can have the maid clean and change the sheets. He is due 
back from a business trip later this morning." Getting to her feet, she came and gave him a kiss on the cheek, 
wiping the lipstick off with her finger. "Thank you. | enjoyed myself. I'll call down and tell the doorman. You can 
let yourself out" 

And with that, she left him standing alone, leaving only a trace of perfume in her wake. 

Dani shivered, suddenly feeling the need to get out of there as fast as he could. 


And feeling the need for a long, hot shower. 


Next time, someone else was parking the bus. 


